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commended* Failure to choose the right word is pointed
out; as when a girl is told that " it is not at the foot of the
Pyrenees that one can venture to speak of the summit of
the jasmine " I Pious platitudes are reprobated and so too
is k gout du wignon which fills a single page with " a Uttk
garden, a little corner, little buds and Uttk bouquets "!
It is excellent training in good writing, and one can under-
stand how it was that the girls entered into their contest
heart and soul. No stronger proof can be given of this
than the fact that nearly fifty years after the evening here
described, the writer could obtain from one candidate a
copy of Mere de Flaujac's speech, and from another her
prize essay.1
This was entitled: " Point Rose n'est la Vie," and gives
the young philosopher's opinion that life is black and
white or grey. Laying down as a premise that she wishes
to speak of the realities of life and not of any fictitious
dream, in dear forceful words she draws her analogies
and conclusions. " . . . Dear friend, the fact that sombre
hues enter abundantly into life is a matter of experience
which none will deny. . . . Notice, indeed, that if, by
chance, Almighty God forgets to mix these dark tints
for us, we, by creating imaginary sorrows, mix them for
ourselves. . . ."
But the white spaces of life may be painted with good
colours or with a spurious mixture. " I call white, the
joyful, the tender and charming things of life, all the
happiness with which God has willed to embellish our
existence; all that makes us grow and develop and puts
a smile upon our lips. ... To mingle much white with
1 Doe can see clearly how this method continues the tradition of the Jesuits and
sdli more of Rollin in themattet of teaching rbrtodc and composition. See Part I,
Chap*, n and IIL